SELECTIONS IN ENGLISH POETRY
XIV
With her two brothers this fair lady dwelt,                   105
Enriched from ancestral merchandise,
And for them many a weary hand did swelt
In torched mines and noisy factories,
And many once proud-quivered loins did melt
In blood from stinging whip; with hollow eyes         no
Many all day in dazzling river stood,
To take the rich-ored driftings of the flood.
XV
For them the Ceylon diver held his breath,
And went all naked to the hungry shark;
For them his ears gushed blood; for them in death         i $5
The seal on the cold ice with piteous bark
Lay full of darts; for them alone did seethe
A thousand men in troubles wide and dark:
Half-ignorant, they turned an easy wheel,
That set sharp racks at work, to pinch and peel.           120
XVI
Why were they proud? Because their marble founts
Gushed with more pride than do a wretch's tears?
Why were they proud ? Because fair orange-mounts
Were of more soft ascent than lazar stairs?
Why were they proud? Because red-lined accounts       125
Were richer than the songs of Grecian years?
Why were they proud ? again we ask aloud.
Why jn the name of glory were they proud ?
XVII
Yet were these Florentines as self-retired
In hungry pride and gainful cowardice,                      130
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